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DOES ITTHEYSELF 


Dear Crazy, 

Issue #82 was great. 1 liked your “Do It 
Yourself Comic Book". "Reality Island" was 
crazy, too! 

Mike Lundgren 
Chicago. IL. 

Dear Crazy, 

I just got finished reading issue #82. I 
thought it was neat. I really liked "Reality Is¬ 
land", and Teen Hulk. I also enjoyed "Dirk 
McGirk's Art Report" and the Crazy Clas¬ 
sics. 

Stacy Stratton 
Norridgewock, ME. 

Dear Crazy, 

If you ever publish another issue like 
#82 again, I will be forced to bring the law in. 
“Reality Island" made me sick. Teen Hulk 
made me turn green, the Crazy Gross En¬ 
counters made me want to throw the 
magazine away, Obnoxio's Fun Pages gros¬ 
sed me out, I just skipped over Aunty Nuke, 
and as for “For Your Eyes Baloney!"... well, 
we’ll leave that alone. I know I missed out on 
a lot of things because 1 was sick from reading 
your book. All I’ve said about you is far too 
complimentary for you. And remember, I 
only wrote in because I’m such a nice guy. 
Keep up the good work you geeks. 

Robbie Klein 
West Orange, N.J. 

Dear Crazy, 

I think issue #82 was great. 1 love how 
Obnoxio makes fun of people. In fact, I liked 



everything in your magazine except for “Re¬ 
ality Island", which really stunk. 

Brendan Coenen 
East Meadow. N. Y. 

Dear Crazy Editors, Obnoxio. Behemoth 
Jack, etc., etc., 

I think your mag is GREAT! I loved 
issue #82. Teen Hulk, “Rat Reborn!", 
“Hunchback Of Notre Doom", etc., etc., 
were fantastic! The first ish of Crazy 1 read 
had a movie parody of Flash Gordon. It was 
funny when his tee-shirt changed in each 
panel. I've gotten every other issue since 
then, and they all were great too! I don’t care 
what most people say, I think Crazy is the best 
comedy mag in the world! Tell Obnoxio to 
keep insulting people, and you other guys 
keep up the great work. 

Nark Snider 
Norfolk, VA. 

Dear Crazy, 

I loved the Kinetic Kids and "Spidey 
Tickles The Torch" in issue #82! 

Jason Foreman 
Pomona, N.Y. 

Dear Crazy, 

1 just got done reading issue #82, and I 
think Crazy stinks!!! Take, for instance, the 
drawing in “The Hunchback Of Notre 
Doom my two cousins could draw better 
than that, and they’re only two years old!! I 
really think that your magazine is junk, gar¬ 
bage. and real dumb! And to think that I spent 
almost a whole dollar on a lot of junk!! 

Andy Curts 
Valparaiso, IN. 


Dear Crazy, 

Issue #82 was great. I bought lots of 
other comic books, but Crazy Magazine tops 
them all. The "Do It Yourself Comic Book" 
in issue #82 was great. The Teen Hulk 
episode was the best so far! Even Obnoxio 
The Creep's Fun Pages were all right. I also 
liked “ The Hunchback Of Notre Doom", and 
Marc Bilgrey’s “Spidey Tickles The Torch". 

Paul Gurtner 
Ft. Myers, FL. 

Dear Crazy, 

I think your magazine (issue #82 in par¬ 
ticular) is filthy and it stinks. You couldn't 
pay me to read it again!!! 

P.J. Osteen 
Memphis. TN. 

THE 5th LETTER FROM 
LARRY BARROWS 

Dear Crazy, 

1 decided that as I’m going to write all 
these letters to you, I might as well get a title. 
Pretty catchy, isn't it? Well, I like it, anyway. 

So you’ve got your 82nd issue out. and it 
says January 1982 on it. C’mon, guys, don't 
get ahead of yourselves, it's only November 
(but by the time this letter appears, it'll proba¬ 
bly be March '82!! One question; how come it 
takes so long to print up these letters?!? I'd 
fire those guys in the mailroom guys if I were 
you. Just kidding, guys... don't rip up my let¬ 
ter! Aww... c'mon!). 

Well, on to smaller and worse things; 
question of the month: WHAT EVER HAP¬ 
PENED TO THE NEBBISH? I probably 
won't get an answer, but I have to dwell on 
that one. Next letter. I’ll discuss something 
that concerns us all; mainly an ugly guy with a 
•cigar and green cap, a button-red nose, and 
makeup all over his face. 

'Till next time. 
Larry Barrows 
Somewhere in Louisiana 

Gee, Larry-... we can hardly wait... 

—Ed. 








OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 



NERD SEARCH 

Dear Crazy, 

I just finished your " Audio-Visual 
Squadmember's Guide To Dating" in issue 
#82, I find it highly revolting and an intense 
invasion of my privacy for you to have hired a 
private investigator to follow me around like 
that. So. I strike out a lot, you think it's easy 
being a nerd? Huh? Let’s see you do better. 

Tony Fernandez 
Saint Albans. N.Y. 


JAMES BOMB 

My word! 

Bleh! Yuch! Gag! Phooey! Poqpey! 
Blah! 

I’ve never seen seen such horrible 
artwork in my life! AND DON'T ACT IN¬ 
NOCENT!!! You know what I am talking 
about! THINK, MEATHEADS! Can you? 
REMEMBER THE For Your Eyes Only 
PARODY?!? AAAAARRRRGGGHHHH!!! 

That has got to be the worst art I’ve ever 
seen! Stick to Behemoth Jack puh-lease! 

Marvel Mystery Fan 

P.S. Dirk McGirk would be proud of you! 

Isn ’t it interesting how the people with 
the most complaints rarely sign their 
names... ? — Ed. 

Dear Crazy, 

I liked issue #82, it was the greatest! I 
really liked your “For Your Eyes Baloney!" 
and Teen Hulk. My dad acts like he doesn’t 
like your magazine, but he reads them any¬ 
way. 

Cline Wyman 
Potts Camp, MS. 


RIFF AND RAFF 

Dear Crazy, 

In relation to your journalistic achieve¬ 
ments of issue #81,1 read a social studies re¬ 
port on page eighteen about a certain Ameri¬ 
can war. 

At the top of page one, I noticed his mark 
was an “F\ and immediately realized how 
mentally handicapped you really must be. 
The reason I thought this was because in the 
school I am now enrolled, this report would 
get an exemplary grade. 

My entire student body has signed a peti¬ 
tion for you to take into consideration. 

Paul D. Wright 
Greenwood, Nova Scotia 

Mr. Hama, 

In your Super Special #82, you wrote 
wrote . .consider fyimrself lucky. ..’’! What 
is the meaning of this?! 

Mr. X 

It's from an ancient language and means 
"Only jerks sign their names ‘Mr. X' or 'Mar¬ 
vel Mystery Fan', and write in kvetching 
about typographical errors". — Ed. 

WHATEVER YOU DO, DON’T ASK 
US TO EXPLAIN THIS ONE 

Dear Son, 

Your mom thinks she’s o.k. in her 
dreams oh. boy. oh. boy. oh. boy. ah bud 
how about a brew like budweiser. not funny. I 
am mean, ya know the mirror erak'D when 
Mom looked, no good. haha. you are mean 
said bud. I know ain’t 1. Eyh dummy drtT ya 
waya want. It’s raining well you know what 
they say about rain, know what they say. I 
don't know I thought you did. bad news 
Mom’s dead boo hoo hoo. 

From your Father 
In Jail 



Hey Slimebucket, 

I’m writing this letter ’cause I feel it’s 
my public duty to get grossness like you 
out of the world. Sleazebag, you're so 
ugly your face could make a freight train 
take a dirt road. Did you get the license 
plate number of that truck that ran over 
your face? Bullethead, you've got the per¬ 
sonality of a wet sponge and the brain of a 
cactus. I bet you got your suit at a K-Mart 
Blue-Lite Special, and you got your cigar 
off a dead wino. How's your family, ape- 
face? Is your mom still riding shotgun on a 
garbage truck? Is your dad still a skin- 
diver for Roto-Rooter? Is your grandma 
still posing for “Playmutt"? 

You cut people down as well as a dull 
butter knife cuts a redwood tree. You give 
us professional rankers a bad name. 

Wayne Johnson 
Kip Kissinger 

Y'know, you guys would be okay If 
ya had half a brain t’share between ya. 
Why does it take two of you pea-brains 
to rank out poor ol’ me? Lemme 
guess... one o’ you holds th’ crayon 
while th’ other turns th' paper around, 
right? That's what yer letter looks like. 
Hey... what’s a “Kip” anyway? What 
kinda mom would look at her kid when 
it came out and call it “Kip”? Speakin’ 
of yer mom, did she have any kids that 
lived? Why does your moms like 
t’name you after old politicians? Huh? 
Well? How about It? —O.T.C. 


Address all hate mail to "Obnoxios 
Abuse Column" c/o the address below (andif 
you send us your picture, he'll make fun of 
that, too!). — Ed. 


Warning: Sanding lahar* to this column Indicates the 
Bandar's willingnass to ba abuaad. Publicly. Whara all th# 
Bandar's fHands and ralatlvas can sas. Right bars. Yup. 
And, If you don't includs your nama and addraas, wa won't 
avan raad K. Mopa. Not avan a Witte bit. 
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Writer: Paul Kupperberg 


Artist: Bob Camp 


Okay! So a bunch of ittsy-blttsy little people come bursting out of my bedroom closet in the middle of 
the night, jump me... an innocent little ten year-old tyke— 

1 


■ 


■ 


—And 1 find myself chased by someone claiming to be God, 

■ 

Uh... make sure to 


You shouldn't 


and then get shoved through a hole leading to nowhere! Now, 


keep your closet 


talk to 


just what does that tell you? 

1 

clean...? 

1 

midgets..? 
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Be serious, shorty! Look where 
we are! 


Er, on the other hand...! 


Why, I’m hurt... 
shocked that you 
don’t trust me, 
Kvetch! How 
could you even 
think I'd steer you 
wrong, boy? 


Y’know, I’m 
getting the feel 
ing you don’t 
always know 
exactly what 
you're doing, 
Randall! 


Relax, kid ol'boy ol'sport... we 
made it away clean from the 
Supreme Being I There’s no 
way even he can follow us 
here... we're absolutely, totally 
and completely safe! 


■Y PANS 


Oh... just a hunch...! 


Lissen, kid ol' bean, we happen to be a gang of internation¬ 
ally famous bandits, traveling the length and breadth of time 
looting the world for all its riches with the help of this map we 
stole from the Supreme Being! 


You mean you 
nicked that 
map from... 
from God? 


So 

there, 

wiseguy 


Sure... sure... hold one 

little mistake against a 
guy, why don'tcha...? 































Er— would 

you believe 

looking for a 

rest¬ 

room...? 


See, this here 
map shows us 
the exact loca¬ 
tion of a whole 
bunch'a holes in 
the fabric of time! 


not only that, it 
also shows us 
where all the 

Howard 
Johnson's in 

the universe are 
too! 


Wow! 
That's In¬ 
credible! 


clams! 


It's about time you guys got 
back! Lemme tell you— Ive 
been growin’ real short-tem 
pered waiting. 


Watch the short jokes, 
punk! Now, c'mon— 
we've got us the 9:43 
time door to catch! 


Gosh— did you guys 
really loot all this 
neat junk from Napo¬ 
leon?! 


Naw, we got it in trade for 
baseball cards! If we bought it. 
we wouldn't be robbers, dummy! 


Yeah... 
nothing'll go 
wrong now! 


Well, I’ve really got to hand it to 
you, Randall— this time your 
plan worked perfectly! 


Wow! This is real exciting stuff, guys! Imagine being able to 
travel through time... and me not even allowed to cross the 
street alone! 








































Hello... I'd like to send a 

Mailgram! 


Yes... nothing could be 
better than... 


Why, thank you all so 
very, very, very, very, 
very much for all this 
wonderful loot! 


Lissen, Robin Hood — that’s 
our stolen stuff! What makes 
you think you can just take it 
from us, huh, huh? 


I \NOV 


Oh, don’t 

bother 

me with 

petty 

details, 

kid... 


Boy, imagine that... having our stuff stolen 
like that! 


Yeah, but you stole it from somebody 
else! 


G'way, 
kid— 
yer 

botherin 

me! 


Lemmesee here— ac¬ 
cording to the map, 
there's another Time 
Door we can go through 

straight ahead... 


Uh, 

Randall 



% 

Jeez— 1 really wish you'd speak up 
with things like this, kid! 

9 
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If, as experts contend, today's teenagers 
haven't enough reading ability to handle 
anything much harder than your typical 
Dick-ana-Jane book, then what do teens 
do in their spare time? You know, on rainy 
days. When nobody else is around. And 
the stereo's broken. And there are no 
small animals around to torture. Well, on 
the off-chance that maybe they might 
want to read a book at a time like 
this, famous children's author Reginald 
Pooter has devised a special line of 
stories just for them, books that today's 
moronic youth won't have much trouble 
understanding at all. They're called... 


Reginald 
Pooter’s 
TALES FOR 
TEENS 




Writer: Steve Skeates Artist: Mary Wllehlre 


Still, like most short people, Harold had a 
lot ot guts. 

Therefore, when the last couple of weeks 
before the big dance rolled around, Harold 
waltzed right up to Myra and said in a 
straightforward voice: 

“Hey, Myra, will you go to the big dance with 
me? Huh? Willya?" 


The first time Harold saw Myra Perfect he 
fell in love. She was so tall and beautiful. 

The ony problem was: Harold himself was 
only four-foot-seven. 
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Myra felt extremely complimented, and 
spoke demurely as she said: 

“Aww, come off it, pip-squeak! I wouldn’t be 
caught dead going out with a shrimp like 
you. The only way the likes of you will ever 
be able to date anyone as wonderful as me 
is to first grow taller." 

And then she giggled sweetly. 



And, as Harold sadly departed from high 
school later that afternoon, he said to him¬ 
self: 

“So— she thinks that’s that, does she? 
Well, I’ll show her. I will grow taller. Then, 
she'll have to go out with me. She’ll just 
have to.” 





















Since shoes were obviously not the an¬ 
swer, Harold next went to his old high 
school chum, Johnny the Sadist. 

Johnny tried as hard as he could to stretch 
Harold on the rack he kept in his basement. 

And Johnny enjoyed every minute of it. 


t P<? £9 


But, unfortunately, Harold was resilient, 
and kept springing back to his original 


Harold was practically in tears as he left 
Johnny’s house. 

He had failed miserably, and now would 
never be able to date the wonderful Myra 
Perfect. 


/S! 


¥ 


But then Harold remembered something 
he had learned in his high school science 
course. 

Something about nuclear radiation causing 
mutations. 


So, later that same day, Harold ap¬ 
proached the local nuclear reactor just out¬ 
side of town. 

Harold didn’t even have to do anything to 
the reactor. 

The poorly constructed thing leaked so 
much that anyone who got near it was ex¬ 
posed to radiation. 









































“What are you talking about, shrimp?” Myra 
replied sweetly. 

“And howcum you're wearing that drum 
major’s hat? What have you got under 
there? What have you got on top of your 
head? 


“That’s my big surprise,” Harold re¬ 
sponded. "And now it's time for the gala un¬ 
veiling." 


And best of all, Harold no longer needed a 
nite-lite either. 

Becuase his new foot also glowed in the 
dark. 

The End 


“See? I am taller! I've grown another foot! 
Now you'll have to go out with me!" 


1 


But, best of all, he could also feel his body 
changing, mutating. 


He only hoped that it was mutating for the 

' ':ei 


The next day, Harold, looking rather like he 
always had, except for the sheet, ap- 

R roached the gorgeous Myra Perfect in the 
igh school corridor during lunch period. 


And he said to her: 


“Okay, Myra, the jig is up! Now you’ll have 
to go out with me." 


And so saying, Harold whipped the sheet 
off his head, while shouting: 























THE ROCKING FANTASY... 



hhiibQ. 


CMr.M 


We can explain everything sir... honestly... we only 
borrowed the map sir... and then we were... er... so happy, 
we just ran off... in sort of high spirits, we were 
on our way back actually... to return the map to you... 


Doesn't sound 
like him... 


...AND THE REELING REALITY 




s Now, don't get sore, I can explain everything! If 
you hadn't left this, this... bunch a paper laying 
around I wouldn’t have used it to make my peanut butter ’n jelly 
sandwich on! Pretty stupid of you, wasn't it? 


Whine! Don’t! They're 
too heavy! Ain't there 
any plastic plates here 
like we got at home? 



Ctj-r 

'"Wiini//"'" 


Writer & Artist: Gary Hallgren 
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Writer and Artist 
Michael Carlin 
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Who's the clown you love to hate? 
Takes yo’ mama on a date, 

Makes her buy him beer and 
stogies 

Stuffs his face with subs and 
hoagies 

Brings her home at half past three 
Leaves her tied up to a tree." 


•eg 




Don't turn that page! Don’t leave the room! Don’t try to hide! Resistance is futile! It's time for another Crazy Contest!, in which some 
lucky reader will receive a free 1 -year subscription to Crazy, the magazine that dares to make fun of pain, death, and NBC, and con- 
sistantly (that's important) gets away with it!. To enter: send a postcard (only postcards! Letters are not accepted! Really! Honest! 
No kiddin’! Would we lie to you? And also, only one entry per postcard! Our beady little eyes can only handle one dumb entry at a 
time!) with the funniest “Obnoxio Poem” you can think of to "Crazy Contest #10” c/o Marvel Comics Group, 575 Madison Ave., 
New York, N.Y. 10022. All entries must be received by April 2,1982. Runner-ups will receive the infamous Marvel No-Prize, and 
maybe even get their entries printed for all to see (you have been warned). Contest will be judged by our editors, and their decisions 
are final. All entries become the property of Marvel Comics, and this contest is void where prohibited, taxed, or regulated. Results of 
Crazy Contest #10 will appear in Crazy #89, on sale in June. 


CONTEST #7 WINNERS! 

(In which our readers were asked for the funniest “Grape" joke they could come up with): 


Grand Prize Winner : 

“What’s purple and squirts grape 
juice?” 

“A purple abominable squirt 
man, 50 grapes high." 

A free 1-year subscription to: 

Errol Walcott 
Queens, N.Y. 

Roval Runner-Ups : 

"What's purple and eats Japan?" 
“Grapezilla!" 

Karla Koenig 
Gilbert, S.C. 

"What’s purple and lives in 
Monaco?" 

“Princess Grape!” 

Jenifer Strickland 
Reedley, CA. 

“What’s purple and tells stupid 
jokes?” 

“Obnoxio The Grape.” 

Eric Bosshart 
Canyon Country, CA. 

"What did one grape ask the 
other grapes in the jar?” 

“How are we going to get out of 
this jam?!?" 

Andy Ziemke 
Streamwood, IL. 


“Obnoxio, who was that grape I 
saw you with last night?" 

"That was no grape, that was my 
wife!” 

Matt Francis 

Edmond, OK. 

"What's purple and sucks the 
juice from grape vines?" 

“Count Grapeula!” 

Randy Moore 

Coventry, R.l. 

“What did the grape say when 
the elephant sat on it?" 

“Nothing. It just let out a little 
wine.” 

Charles Abbate 

Warwick, R.l. 

also: 

Bobby Kitt 
Mountain View, MO. 

“What's purple, flies, has an 
orange suit and crashes into walls?” 

“The Grapest American Hero!" 

Jason Maggin 
Burrel, CA. 

"What’s a raisin?" 

“A worried grape." 

Ian McGratk 
Newington, CT. 


"Where are thousands of gallons 
of wine made every year?" 

"The Grape Wall of China." 

Jayne Greenbaun 
Irwin, OH. 

“What's purple and goes chug 
chug? 

"An outboard grape." 

Rick Limpert 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 

"What’s purple and once ruled 
the world?" 

“Alexander the Grape." 

Jeff Eskow 
Hackensack, N.J. 

“What's purple and goes slam! 
Slam! Slam! Slam!?’’ 

"A four door grape." 

Lyn Robinson 
Los Angeles, CA. 

“What’s purple and crazy?" 

“A grape nut!" 

David Lober 
Margate, FL. 

“What’s purple and plays for the 
Pittsburgh Stealers?" 

“Mean Joe Grape." 

Christopher Holt 
South Dartmouth, MA. 
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Once again, we at Crazy com' 


i. r a 


CRONAN THE INCORRIGIBLE 


by Dick Bronze 


I AM PRINCESS DIGITAL DAUGHTER 
OF KING ASBESTOS OF OPHELIA WHO 
IS BESIEGED By AAOOLA, KING OF 
ANEMIA WHILE HIS TRUSTED 
ADVISOR/ PELL-MELL HAS 
PLOTTED A GAINST US 
WITH MY COUSIN, THE 
DUKE OF CELLULITE 
AND FOND-ZEE/THE.. 









































BY THE MYSTIC MAYO OF HELMUN'S, 
AND THE COFFEE RINGS OF SARA LEA, 
MAY TH/S BREAD AND JU/CY SLICES 
BECOME A SANDWICH JUST FOR ME! 




NOW LISTEN,I HAVEN'T GOT MUCH , 
TIME/WHILE yOU'VB BEEN STUFF- 
ING YOUR FACE , BARON MORE DOUGH 
HAS ESCAPED FROM THE 
37Tt! DIMENSION/ 
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BRAD,I DON'TKNOW CAROLINE, HOW 
ROW TO TELL yOU COULD YOU ?AFTER 
THIS BUT I’VE BEEN ALL THOSE YEARS I 
HA VING AN AFFAIR WAS LOST IN THE 

WITH YOUR BROTHER AMAZONNOT TO 
F\ _ ~ - THE MAYOR.’ MENTION MY NEAR 

ik < FATAL ILLNESS. I 


Hi 


mmmmm 


2 ® 88 


m 
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HEL LO? D IBB IE ? THIS 

/< Pfr» DC-rcB 


THAT MEANS NO 
RIX TO SELL TO 
IANESON AND NO 
MONEY TO PAY 
THIS MONTH'S 
RENT, LET ALONE 
U, AUNT FAY’S . 


AND ON TOP OF THAT, 
I HAD TO RUN OFF 
FROM MY DATE WITH 
DIBBIE. SHE MAY 
NEVER TALK TO ME 
AGAIN. MAYBE 
■& n I BETTER 
k CALL HER 


WHAT A DAY’I 
ALMOST GET 
KILLED FIGHTING 
DR.SOURPUSS AND 
MY AUTOMATIC 
CAMERA JAMS! 
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From distant galaxies to the planet Earth, all pervading evil forces cower in their sinister shadows 
from this aproned avenger and the Gee Whiz Kids, Evita and Elmo... Faster than a Cuisinart... 
More powerful than a hydrogen bomb... Able to beat more eggs into a cheese souffle... It's... 

AUIMT YIMUKE 

Writer: Susan Bissett Artist: Steve Smallwood 



r/t cl-j'a 


HAPPY BIRTHDAY AUNTY NUKE! 


I made your favorite! 
Carrot cake! 


Now you can protect the u-ni- 
verse from Terrestrial Trobots! 

Batteries not included. See! Just 
like it says on the box! 


Ya better open my present first, 
Aunty Nuke, before you eat any of 
that cake or this birthday'll 
be your last! 


It’s doing 
nothing 
more than 
breaking up 
stratified air. 


That's the 
most stupid' 
est, dumb¬ 
est thing I 
ever saw! 
What's it do¬ 
ing, Elmo? 


How 

sweet. 
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WAAAH! 
Satellite Stella 
doesn't sound 
like that on the 
commercials! 


No Aunty Nuke. It's 
Satellite Stella and her 
Dollhouse Dwelling! 

Watch! I just push the 
button and she walks! 


What's in this 
immobilization compart¬ 
ment Evita, a domestic 
robotic? 


My presents better'n 
yours, Elmo! 


What a wimpy gift, Evita! How's Aunty sup¬ 
pose ta protect herself from Terrestrial 
Trobots with that plastic droid? 


Dry those 
lachrymal 
glands, Evita! 


Elmo! Evita! It’s not the physical substance 
you obtain, it's the cerebration that computes! 
To make it more lucid... 


...It’s not the kind of present you re¬ 
ceive, it’s the thought that counts! 
And I thought we'd celebrate the day 
at Astro Amusement Park! 


WAAAH! 
Satellite Stella 
doesn't sound 
like that on the 
commercials! 


AL/NTV NUKE'S 
KITCHEN TIPS 

WHEN 

CHILDPRCOFIN6 
THOSE KITCHEN 
CA8INETS:IT'S 
BEST TO INSTALL 
SHELVES WITH 
FALSE BACKINGS 
(REMOTE CONTROLLED;. 
THIS WILL KEEP 
BOTH YOUR 
SHELVES AND LITTLE 
HANDS EMPTY- 
































CRAZY Looks At A 


Did you hear that the most 
talented person in the contest 
wins five days in Cleveland? 


Yes— and the person 
who comes in last 
wins 10 days in Cleveland! 



After seeing the extent of your tal¬ 
ent, I predict that one day you'll be 
as famous as Frank Nedson. 


Precisely. 


But... I've 
never even 

heard of 

Frank Ned¬ 
son! 






I'm a voice-impersonator. I do the 
world's most accurate impersona¬ 
tions of Moses, Aristotle, and 
George Washington. 




But no one 
has any 
idea what 
they 

sounded 

like! 



What's this on the 
schedule? We have a 
singing act that goes 
on from 7:35 to 7:36? 


Yes— it's a medley 
called “Disco 
Songs That 
Changed The World"! 



My little daughter Suzy Is in this 
show, and she's the most talented, 
charming, gifted, and wonderful child 
performer the world has ever known. 



And what if she was some 
body else’s daughter? 


She'd be the most ob¬ 
noxious, pushy, sick¬ 
ening-sweet brat the 
world has ever known! 



































I'm warning you, Eddie— you'd 
better not forget your lines again! 


It's a rough audience out there 


I've got the best 
mind-reading act 
in the country. 


Yeah, I bet! You’re 
probably rotten! 


That's just what I 
mean! You're not sup¬ 
posed to laugh at "Hamlet'! 


I knew you 
were going 
to say that! 


You just missed the greatest magician! 
He used my wife as a volunteer— 
and she vanished into thin air! 


Wow! Did he 
bring her back?” 


Wow! What an amazing act! 
That guy is juggling four 
live chainsaws while play¬ 
ing piano with his feet! 


But this is 
only a 
goldfish! 


How can you 

say that?! They laughed at 
every line you said! 


I thought we made it clear— no 
animal acts! Last year an animal 
escaped into the audience and 
caused $200 worth of damage! 


Yes— when you see vegetables 
landing on the stage, 
skip the final chorus! 


Well, I was going to juggle 
these three balls while 
whistling, but I think I'll 
just forget the whole thing. 


I'm so nervous! I've never 
performed for an audience be¬ 
fore! Can you give me any tips? 


Say, pal, you're on next. 
What are you going to do? 





















































THE MAGICAL MEDIA FANTASY... 



...AND THE MEDIOCRE REALITY 
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How was grandma’s? Did 
you wet the bed? 


Er, I'll tell you 
about it later... 
I mean, nothing 


What a federal produc¬ 
tion! I wish I were 
a million miles away. 


Nothing happened, really. I 
mean, it was okay, uh... I... 
have to go to the bathroom now 
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Writer & Artist: Mary Wilshire 
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WRITER AND ARTIST: VAN HOWELL 
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Say kids, remember those old coloring books you used to 
have? They were filled with pictures of funny animals and 
such, well grow up! Get hip! How you ask? Here’s how, with... 




“I'm Manny the mugger. See me taking 
money from people on the street. I’m a 
victim of of bad times but you’re a victim 
of me! Color me leaf green beacause I’m 
raking it in!" 
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"I m Nicky the nuclear power plant. 
Color me yellow beacuse when I have a 
meltdown it's called a China Syn- 
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"We’re the Smiths. We’re typical of the breakdown of 
the family. Mom and dad are getting divorced, 
grandma’s being put in a home, sister is living in 
Chicago, brother is moving to Canada and junior is on 
his fifth girlfriend and he’s only eight. Color us violet 
because we’re definitely shrinking.” 



m 


"1 m Timmy the t.v. set. 
The shows on me get worse 
and worse and more reruns 
than you can count. See me 
insult your intelligence! 
See me try to sell you 
products that you neither 
want nor need! Color me 
brass because this sure 
ain't the golden age of 
television." 


”1 m Carl the corrupt politician. Here I 
am accepting a big payoff from a spe¬ 
cial interest group in exchange for polit¬ 
ical favors. Color me pink because 
that’s the color I’ll turn when 1 find out 
— all this was being filmed 

s " Ss v with a hidden camera and is 
going to run on national 
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I’m Oilie the office building. I'm sad 
because lately people have been jump¬ 
ing out of my windows due to the com¬ 
ing depression. The stock market's 
going down, people are going bank¬ 
rupt; the way things are going they'll rip 
me down and put up a slum, color me 
onion purple because I feel like cry¬ 
ing.” 


38 











“I’m Terrie the terrorist. Not only do 
I highjack, kidnap and destroy but 
I’m not a nice person either. Color 
me light beige because it’s obvious 
from my behavior that my brain is 
made of tapioca pudding." 
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LOOKIT/V\e, 
I'M A PLYBoy.' 


APTITUDE TEST 



If ya plan on bein' a pro football 
player, yer gonna need strong leg 
muscles, an' th' best way t build up 
yer thighs n' calves is by practicin' an 
exercise I call... 


If ya wanna make $40,00 a year, be an Air Traffic Controller. Th' job's a cinch, 
all ya gotta do is guide airplanes down into airports without crashin'. And yer a 
sure candidate fer th' job if ya can get at least 3 of the 8 airplanes below t'land 
without a smackup. 


PUNTINC 


Landing Proceedure: With a pencil, lead th' planes forward along th' air 
routes (dots), right into th’ airport. If a plane gets in yer way, move it further 
along th' air route with yer pencil, but make sure it doesn't block th' path of 
another oncoming plane... 'cuz if you're not careful... BOOM! SPLAT! 






DROP 



EXERCISE SCHEDULE: Keep 
puntin' 'till ya feel th' leg muscles 
begin t’firm. 







— 


HUH 


Hiiii 
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HELPFUL HINTS FOR 
STUDENTS WHO HAVE 
STRICT TEACHERS 


WHAT’S STEVE MARTIN’S 
OPINION OF YOU? 

A wild n’ crazy comedian named Steve Martin made a movie 
’bouta poor idiot who accidentally becomes rich, but still re¬ 
mains an idiot..Sounds real funny, huh? An' th' film made 
millions at the box office, so Steve probably thinks that any¬ 
body who didn't pay the five bucks to see his movie is a... 


SOLUTION: The 
answer will ma¬ 
gically appear if 
ya shade the 
dotted areas 
with a pencil. 


It one o' yer loyal friends 
needs a paper clip, but yer 
teacher doesn't allow stu¬ 
dents t'leave their seats 
durin class, ya can still get 
th' clip t’him in a flash... with 
the aid of a rubber band. 
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MY FAVORITE 
PUNCHLINES - O.T.C 

"So it wasn't a pepperoni 
pizza after all!" 

“You lose, here s the 
bowling ball!" 

“I said Heat it’, not 
‘Eat it !" 

“Wooden eye! Wooden eye!" 


I’m JUST A 
WILD H' CRAZY 
^ CLOWN ! j 


Nobody's perfect, especially th' American Presidents before th' Civil War, an' you’ll know what I'm talkin' about after yer 
able t’answer th' question... 


Hey You: T'figure out the' disgraceful answer, all you have t’do is look at 
th' bunch below, an' write the first letter of each of the presidents' last 
names. 
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What's the score, carnivore? 
It's the Prehistoric Platter Puss, 
Behemoth Jack, presenting... 


W A 


Writer: David Allikas 


Artist: Dave Morris 




Where you hear your favorite rock records... as 
they sounded before eleventh-hour revisions! 


First there was Helen Ruddy... then Olivia Newton-Fig and now, 
even further proof that of musical talent, Australia has a.. Bare Supply) 










*Here we are 

Our success is really bizarre 

'Cause just when we’re down to our last cliche 

We think of more that’s trite to say. 

"Stars above," "holding you" and our “special love", 
All lines from poems we wrote in seventh grade: 
And today they 're on the hit parade! 

So there’s no use excelling: 

This pap is what’s selling! 

Just when you thought groups like ours were out 
Just when you thought rock and roll had matured 
We simper and moan our way up the charts 
Singing "needyou"and "our two hearts”! 
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*to the tune of "Here I Am” 
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Here's Uretha Franklin... followed 
by Christopher Crass! 


J 


Hey, listen... what do you want from me? I 
don't pick the acts... I just introduce 'em! 
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*What fans want 
Baby, I had 
What they want 
Well, I wish I had it 
All I'm gettin' 

Is lots and lots of neglect 
(Lots and lots of it) 

Hey baby 
(Lots and lots of it) 


I ain't gonna cut no songs- 
They don’t sell. 

Ain’t gonna cut no songs- 
They don't fare well. 

All they get me 

Is lots and lots of neglect 

(Lots and lots of it) 

Hey baby 
(Lots and lots of it) 
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N-E-G-L-E-C-T 

Lord knows what they want from me! 

N-E-G-L-E-C-T 

I'll try EST! 

*to the tune of "Respect" 
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*Once in your life you will see him 

Someone who looks like Meatloaf s son 

And next thina you know his song is number one 

Racking up all the Grammies 

He 'll be worth his weight in gold when he’s done 

Wonder what bullion's going for by the ton? 

When you're a cross between a beachball and Paul Williams 
You'll look so silly that it's true: 

If you're a cross between a beachball and Paul Williams 
The worst that you can do 
Is number 10! 


‘to the tune of “Arthur’s Theme” 




Remember, reptiles... send 
your group and/or song sug¬ 
gestions to the Behemoth Jack 
Sack, care of this magazine! 
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She starts toward a....AWW, C’MON! 
CAN YOU BELIEVE IT?...a recruiting 
station! 


And then something grabs her attention! 
She looks thoughtful for a few seconds, and 
after cursory consideration... 


How about that T. V. show which begins 
with a stunning blonde cheerfully sashay¬ 
ing toward her posh car... 


V.S. ARMY 
RECRUITINCt 
•GENTTEl? 


Chee! Let's face facts... In the movie, a severely depressed Goldie Hawn enlisted because she was misled 
into believing the Army was some vacation paradise! But in the T. V. version, this supposedly same character 
looks anything but depressed! So why should she join... Patriotism? (Not a perfect product of the “ME” 
generation.) To make ends meet? (Not at $448.80 a month!) Mental retardation? We sure would like to ask... 




Writer: Murad Gumen Artist: Kent Gamble 


Uh-oh! Beeninjam's really 
gonna get it now! 


Ooops! S-sorry, 
Capt. Lowest... 


You’re darn tootin'! She was ordered to drop off the Cap¬ 
tain by 1600 hours, and she's ovah 1,599 hours too early! 
















It's okay, Beeninjam. 
(Growl!) Accidents 
will happen.., 


That don't sound 
like the Capt. Lowest 
I uzedta know! 


I guess 
she's 

mellowing, 
G.l. Ninny! 


Hey Judy! How come Lowest is so 
nice to us sometimes? Calls us 
"dear," invites us to parties... 
not like the battle-ax in the movie! 


And another thing! How come you're so disgustin'iy 
nice? Remember, you uzedta be a real spoiled 
brat. .. y’know, a JAP in the movie! 


I dunno.... now you’re nothin' 
but a good-hearted bungler! 
So boring, y’know? What are 
ya doin’ in the Army anyway? 


So I made a 
mistake! Stop 
reminding me!.. 


Gee, must you speak like Archie Bunker? 
Besides... I was never Japanese! 


are asked to be in the “BATTLE OF THE CELEBRITY SUPERSTARS”! 


One more thing! What are we doin’, knockin 
ourselves out in this obstacle course? 


Well, I’m practicing! I can’t pass 
up any exposure as a new unknown TV 
star, and you know all new TV stars... 
































Remember the great (boo-hoo) jokes 
we played on Capt. Lowest in the 
movie, like dyein’ her blue? Well, I 
(sniff) figger it's time we live up 
to those standards again.... dependin' 
(sob) on the other end of this garden hose! 


Say, why 
are you 
making us 
peel these 
onions, G.l. 
Ninny? (Sob) 


How come I feel like I’m in a typical WWII pla¬ 
toon? Just because (sob) we have the streetwise 
sharpie, the scrupulous soldier, the Southern sap, 
the.... uh, what's (boo-hoo) your purpose, Daresay? 


Oh, so far I'm (sniffle) just the token black! 
Strange that I don't have much character, as 
a representative of 30% of today's Army. 


I tell you, Capt. Lowest... It's no fun to have 
your own rank and file intent on putting egg on 
your face! Did I ever tell you about McHale...! 


Listen, Captain 
Binghampton! 


I don't think I want to stay 
in the Army anymore! 
Maybe... maybe if I take a 
tip from M*A*S*H's “Klinger 1 
and dress like a man... 


What are 
you talking 
about? You 
are dressed 
like a man! 


Boy! Our 
fifth 

straight 
month of 
K.P.! 
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Listen, G I 
Ninny., if 
you're planning 
another gag on 
Capt. Lowest, 
I'll report you! 


Maybe 

Wintry's 

right... 

we shouldn't 
hurt 

anybody. 


Ahh, shaddap, Been- 
injam.... don’t be 
so disgustin'ly nice! 
Hey, Wintry.... how 
tall are you in your 
stalkin' feet? 


I mean, ya may look like a basket 
ball player, but bet'cha can't get 
the ball in through that hoop! 


Playing with your toy soldiers, ma'am? 
Now where have I seen that bit before— 
HEY! You hear a crackling sound? 


It's nothing but this 
stick of dynamite, 
Roast.. Uh? DYNAM 


Nine months of 

latrine duty! 

I can't stand 
it anymore.... 
how can I get 
out of the Army? 


Have you 
thought about 
shooting 
yourself in 
the arm or... 
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Hey, Capt. Lowest baby, some 
ladies are callin' for you and 
that’s the fact, Jack! So before 
I give you my Aunt Jemina treat 
ment, gedoudahere, I mean it! 


Ma'am.... I just 
remembered where 
I saw that toy 
soldier bit before. 
HIS movie! 


Not that old routine! 

Well, as long as 
the rest of your men 
are like this one. 
you're on! 


How'bout a wager 
that mah squad 
kin best yours 
on the obstacle 
course, Lowest? 


Where's Capt. Low¬ 
est? Her squad's 
up on the obsta¬ 
cle course... 


Okay, what do you 
clowns wan... UHHN! 


I haven’t the slightest idea! 


Oh, fiddle! Have ah got bad 
news... Capt. Lowest is gon¬ 
na leave the infirmary today, 
and that means we're really up 
that ol' itty-bitty creek! 


No me! I've 
finally found 
a way to 
clear out of 
here... 


It so happens that if you“degrade" the 

Army, you get a dishonorable discharge! 
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Whaddaya know! Our little Judy ain’t 1 
so disgustin'ly nice no more! j- 
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DON'T YOU BE NEXT! 




Don't throw away $9.00 on junk food 
and sweets that can rot your teeth... 


...when $9.00* 
will buy you 
twelve issues of 
Crazy (includ¬ 
ing four $1.25 
Super Specials) 
that can rot 
your mind! 



"Canada: add $1; Foreign: add $2 
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SPECIAL EDITION: ADAY IN THE LIFEOF MICHAEL J.CARLIN 
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I'M HAVING A FUNG^ 
WITH JOYCE PEWITT 
MY ALARM CLOCK RINGS 
AND TERMINATES IT. 


TO GET OUT OF BEP 
My FEETGREETTHE FLOOR 
PUT EYES ON MY HEAP 
A TOTAL OF FOUR . 


INTO MY SHOES 
I WIGGLE MY TOES 
I REAP ALL THE NEWS 
AND THEN PICK MY NOSE. 



THEY'RE SHOWING A FILM 
THAT SOUNDS GOOP FOR SURE 
IT WAS CALL£D"TH£ TEXAS 
CHAINSTOPE MANICURE''. 



AT NIGHT I'LL STAY 
AT THE "PALACEDU PUNK' 1 
"THE NEW WAFFERS" ’LL PLAY 

some funky PUNK junk. 













Huh? I don’t have any bro 
ther Sam or sister Lucille! 


Billy! Hey everybody, it’s Billy! 
Oh, Billy, how are you, son? 
Your brother Sam and your sister 
Lucille want to say hello, too! 


Billy Lelbowitz! 


WRONG NUMBER 


Oh, George... you did remember 
our anniversary after all! 


Listen (pant pant) 
honey buns... I 
want you to (drool) 
go to the window 
and (gulp) take 
off your nighty (heh, 
heh) and then... 


Hello? 


J You have reached the Nerd resi- 
dance. After the beep, please 
leave your name, number and message 
and we’ll get back to you as 
soon as possible! Thank you... beeeep... 


Now remember, tell your 
father that the ransom is 
one million dollars, or else! 
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